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embraced her awkwardly, she murmured: CI thought you
would not come, I wrote you a letter/
"'What letter?'
" 'To tell you not to come.'
"Why?'
" 'Because it is too late.' "
He recoiled, bowing his head. She could see only his hair,
and his enormous forehead contracted with pain. Suddenly
he cried in a hoarse voice, "Hear me, Polina, I must know
everything. Let us go somewhere else. You must tell me
everything or I shall die."
With utmost composure Polina proposed going to his
room.
"We went the whole way in silence," she writes in her
diary. "I did not look at him. From time to time he called to
the cab driver in an impatient, desperate voice: 'Hurry,
hurry!' The driver would turn around and look at us with
surprise. Every now and then Feodor.Mikhailovich seized
my hand in a nervous grip. 'Calm yourself, I am with you,'
I said."
They finally arrived at Dostoevsky's hotel and entered his
room. He slammed the door shut and fell at Polina's feet.
"Clasping my knees and sobbing aloud, he exclaimed: 'I
have lost you, I knew it!' "
She had never seemed as desirable as at this moment when
she was breaking away from him. She stood before him,
straight, motionless, protected by the silk of her billowing
dress. With his mind he saw her body whose full warmth
he knew so well. He moaned, "He may be young, handsome,
eloquent, but you will never find a heart like mine."
Polina soothed him with gentle detachment. When at last
he had regained control of himself, she told him calmly of